Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
a country equally unstable. There was a stop of a few
days at Calvi with some relatives, another at Bastia,
where Fesch and the youngest children and, later, Joseph
joined them; then with her brood Letizia covered the hun-
dred miles of open water that lay between the island and
Provence, to arrive at Toulon on June 12, 1793, weary,
destitute, and hungry.
Here they were met by Lucien, who had come down to
the wharf to meet the arriving packet; but though he
had been for some time in the town* he did not help them
much. He could shiver an oratorical lance most gallantly,
but it was beyond him to nose out the best lodgings that
could be had in the town for a few sous a day. Besides,
he was rather miffed that his brothers did not appreciate
that speech that had dispossessed them. What was a roof,
anyway, when there was the free air of liberty all around
them ?
"Can you not get some sense in your head?" said Napo-
leon, there on the quai. "There is a time for everything;
and it was no time at all to let loose that bombast. Here-
after you await word from me!"
Joseph too, though more mildly, unbraided him for
his lack of caution; and that speech had been the chef
d'ceuvre of his young life—his nineteen years. He fancied
himself now a noble Roman of the Cause. And when his
mother pressed her inquiries about lodgings, addressing
him as Lucien, which was not unnatural seeing that she
had so had him christened, he bewildered her by requesting
her to call him "Brutus" in the future* At this Paulette
giggled and Napoleon swore; while Marianne, a self-pos-
sessed girl, at times almost as imperturbable as her sec-
ond brother, retorted:
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